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marriage had been! What a lot she had to be thank-
ful for! She went to the window, opened it, and
stood there listening.

At the St. Leath Hotel, as the gong sounded for
the eight o'clock dinner, Bellamy, Aldridge (com-
pleting his second year as Mayor), Crispangle and
Carris were sitting down to a men's four at bridge.
They had played bridge together at the St. Leath
once a week for years,

* So it's Mike Furze/ Bellamy said, lighting his
pipe*

* I always knew it/ Crispangle said,

* Well, it clears poor old Lampiron.    That was
always fantastic anyway!    The only thing is, they
haven't found the body yet.    You can't try a man
for murder without the body, can you? *

* No.' Crispangle stretched his arms and yawned.
* The damnable part of all this nonsense is that it's
bad for business.   I've never had a worse beginning
of a season, what with these twopenny libraries
springing up in March Street and Denver Street,
and the foul Book Societies, and novelists writing a
million words a day I    Books have gone to the devil/

Aldridge, who looked very green about the gills,
said; * What I say is that all this nervousness
murders the digestion! There's my boy goes out
every night with the Town Guard, and his mother
not sleeping because she's expecting him to be killed
every minute. And I'm weak, weak as butter.
There I was last night knowing pork plays the devil
with me. And what do I go and do? *

Someone was standing in the doorway. * You're
wanted on the 'phone, Mr, Aldridge/